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THE PROPER WAY TO READ A NOVEL.
Sir: Novels usually are read in two ways,

depending upon the sex of the reader. A
woman opens a novel at the last page to see

if the author has perhaps discovered
a new way of describing the fadeout em- t

brace. Of course the author never has,
j

but what is novel reading without hope? ^
Y'our male reader, however, prides him-

self upon a self-contr»l superior to this.
He is just as curious about that flnal kiss
as his feminine prototype, but under pre-
fence of preferring to see how the author
develops his story he begins at page one

and reads straight through to the end.
Neither method is correct. A novel

should be read the same way as a railroad j

timetable. You are going, for instance,
from Boston to New Y'ork. But finding
your leaving and arriving times is uninter-
esting. The intriguing part of the businessis discovering the towns that lie be-

tween the terminal points. You slide your
finger down the column, and.look, mommer!did you know this train goes through
Westerly? Sure It does.Westerly, R. I.
And a little further down you find New
Haven. Now how the dickens did that 1

ever get in on a Boston-New York trip? ]
Well, well! Thus you speculate, although
as a matter of fact you don't care two pins i

about New Haven and you never heard of
Westerly.
That is the right way to read a novel.

First you look at page one, which tells j
you that on a bright or rainy day John or

Ethel sat or stood at the window or door
drinking in the sunshine as it flooded the
garden or gazing at the sodden meadows
drowned in rain. Turn now to the last
page. You learn here that as Arthur took
Claire into his arms for the first time the i

fogs of suspicion melted for the last time 1

in the warm glow of perfect love. These <

two pages are your terminal points.the
Boston and New York of the story. i

Turn now to chapter nine or ten, or the s

Westerly station of your novel. It says
that just as Mr. Gregory finished his usual 1

breakfast of rolls and coffee and with ah
sigh of satisfaction lit a cigarette, George j
Beeks entered unceremoniously. Beeks, t

Gregory; who are these? i

It is precisely here that you begin to feel 1
the urge to connect these three stations. *

But wait. Glance now at chapter twenty- 1
one, corresponding tc New Haven. What
have we here? Nothing less than the start- <

ling information that it was late as John 1
hurried to his appointment at the Antlers
Cafe. John? Who's John? Mr. Gregory, '

John, Ethel, Claire, Arthur; how are these
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people to be brought into a continuous
story? Boston, Westerly, New Haven,
New York; how did they get on the same

route?
You are now primed for your actual trip.

Half the joy of the journey is checking off
the stations on the timetable as you pass
them. So you settle down with your novel
and your cigarette or your cigarette, dependingupon your sex, and plunge In
again at page one, this time to read
straight through.
That is the true technic of novel reading.BARON IRELAND.

AUTHOR CONTRADICTS PUBLISHER;
STATEMENT EXPECTED FROM

ALFRED KNOPF.
Wilmarth "Lefty" Lewis writes: "In

inswer to the queries as to how I happenedto write "Tutor's Lane" (and I don't
dame people for wanting to know why any
one should want to do such a thing, I Invariablyreply:

" 'Twas brillig and the skithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;

All mimsey were the borogroves.
And the momeraths outgrabe.' "

Since "Tutor's Lane" is announced by
Alfred Knopf as a Gilbert & Sullivan novel,
this Lewis Carroll explanation is rather be-
wildering. We have taken the matter up
with Mr. Knopf, who is momentarily expectedto make a statement. . . . (P. S.
Mr. Lewis says he hopes it's a royalty
statement.)

RANDOM THOUGHTLET.
Hugh Wiley's "Lily" is the story of a

soat and Arnold Bennett's "Lilian" is the
story of a girl who declines to be one.

rHE MOVIES, A NOVEL, MOVIE
"STARS," BUFFALO, &C.

Emerson Hough's "The Covered Wagon"
s being filmed, and the publishers of the
aook have released a press notice telling
jf "the vast preparations" for the picture.
'The biggest herd of American bison remainingin the United States, numbering
some 500, are being utilizes! in wonderful
ImlTalo hunt pictures," reads the announce-
ncnt. . . . "Twenty-two cowtoys and
-opers, experts in their line, . . were

procured for this dangerous work. The
Jangerous nature of the work was fully
recognized, a platform In the nature of a

[ort being erected for the cameramen, sultiblefor withstanding any shock, the bufralobeing stampeded directly at it. ...

"Members of the cast w-ere faci d with
leeils of daring to perform. J. Warron
Kerrigan as Will Banion, the hero, had to
kill his buffalo with a revolver; Ernest
rorrence as Bill Jackson had to undertake
to bring down one of the huge beasts with
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a bow and arrow. To Tully Marshall, a*

Jim Bridgcr, however, was given the most
dangerous and thrilling task of the hunt
He had to Jump from a running horse tc
Ihe back of a buffalo and kill the anima!
with a knife."
Doubtless J. Warren Kerrigan, Ernest

rorrenee and Tully Marshall felt like
heroes as each in turn slew his buffaJc
(while guards with levelled guns stood or
the side lines.for some of us have seen
these thrillers made.ready to pepper the

neipiess ariimais in ca.-t- mey oecame lot

obstreperous). And doubtless it is tht
privilege of movie "stars" (the quotes. w«

think, are necessary, and we sigh despairinglyas we type 'em, "Oh, constellations!
what crimes are committed in thy name!")
to enjoy a safe and sane buffalo hunt. But
we wouldn't give a dime.or, should we say
a buffalo nickel?.to witness a motion picturethat brazenly features, at a time wher
an almost desperate effort is being made
to keep the buffalo from becoming extinct
the slaughter of these historic beasts.

After "The Covered Wagon" is filmed
we suggest a picturiration of King Philip'i
War. To make the thing realistic all th«
Indians still alive could be rounded up and
butchered to make a movie holiday. W<

Continued on Page Twenty-one.
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YEZAD
A Romance of the Unknown

By GEORGE BABCOCK,
Author of Tuskawanta and other
stories, proves it. Here is a story
free from bias, charming in style.
Vital! Sparkling! Winsome!
Nothing like it ever before published.
One of the greatest imaginative
stories ever told.
Order NOW. 480 pages. £2.00.
At all bookstores; or if not, from

CO-OPERATIVE PUBLISHING CO., Inc.
Grand Central Station, Box 251, N. Y.
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ues.Eleanor Hallowell Abbott
sing.a simple, jolly book, with
ersuasiveness which the author

Published by E. P. BUTTON & CO.

With full sympathy and intimateunderstanding, the
life and achievements of
Judce Nathan Clifford are

recorded in a volume that
9 mirrors the personality of

_ this preat democrat. Writ-
w ten by his grandson, Philip^ G. Clifford.
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